Oue World-eenowned Monument : 


|. UL tin. PalieN” HERO. 2. 


PRICE ONE PENNY. 


The news throughout the world hath spread, 
Heroic souls, all seemeth sad— 

Our monument hath lost its head, 
Some sympathize, whilst some feel glad. 


The ones who did begrudge their coin 
Find fault with weakness of its neck, 
And with the non-subscribers join 
To scoff and laugh that ’tis a wreck. 


Alas ! its head will soon be back 
And well cemented for to last, 

With face not white, nor bronze, nor black, 
To th’ end of time ’twill cling quite fast. 


They who feel glad have had the job 
To well phrenologize the head, 
But sadden’d will be every bob 
That comes-when to its corpse-he’ll wed: 


Too boyish for a warrior brave 
Was he since the first day he came, 
Far better would he’d had the grave, 
Then to the end would last his fame. 


To lose his head—and that so soon— 
Whilst watch’d by Bobs and limbs of law, 
By Will, as’ well as King of Moon, 
But neither dreamt he had a flaw ; 


Til downwards dropped he and his head, 
With blacken’d eyes and nose quite flat. 
No wonder as he ne’er was fed 
Like other soldiers, who grow fat. 


He stood a memo’ for our brave, 
Who lost their lives on Afric’s soil, 

And thus old England’s glory save 
From mighty enemies to spoil. 


Alas ! one life that we have lost, 

Not counting scores of thousands more, 
To broken hearts, indeed, hath cost 

Ten monuments of golden ore. 


Had they been buried in our Isle 
Instead of in wild Afric’s sand, 

In grief we’d then as mourners file 
Around their graves we’d often stand, 
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To weep and wet their graves with tears 
Oftimes until we’d have to join 

Our warriors brave, who, free from fears, 
Disdain all monuments and coin. 


Why not, as now he’s lost his head, 
Let’s join and save the cost e’rmore 
And get a General instead, 
Than such an imp that makes us sore. 


This is the first we ever had 
Within the bound’ry of our town, 
And he has proven quite so bad 
As ever did a foolish clown, 


All soldiers should respect the head 
And ne’er allow it e’en to bow, 

Until in Death he finds self dead, 
Stamp’d-with.““whole-seldier ” on his brow. 


Defenders of old England ought 
Be most respected of all men, 
’Tis for to save us they have fought, 
’Tis they are prais’d, yes, least with pen. 


Oh ! may we when our soldiers beg 
Ne’er pass without a copper give ; 
If they have lost an arm or leg 
Let’s comfort them now whilst they live. 


The monument that lost its head 
Hath cost enough to feed a score 

Of starving soldiers, who’re half dead 
And trudging quickly to death’s door. 


Let’s hope and pray that when he’s patch’d 
That he will never fall again, 

And, to prevent it, get him watch’d, 
To save us further fuss and pain, 


Or to be trampled into clay, 
And never anon may he rise 
But let him there for ever stay, 
Until we’ve reach’d beyond the skies. 


May Nimbus’ clouds surround the spot 
To mark the hero’s cosy bed, 

His fault was only a vile plot 
Of smashing his old bronzey head, 
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